TBc mofi lament ablcTrdge tit 
Tamora * Farewell my fonnes fee that you make berfi^t, 
Nerclet my hart know merry checre indeed. 

Till allthe Adronieit be made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy louely Moore* 

And let my (plcencfuU fonne* this Trull defloure. 

Enter Aronxvith two eifTttus fames* 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will 1 bring you to the lothfomepit. 

Where I efpied the Panther faftafleepe, 

Quintus, My fight is very dull what ere it bodes* 
rJMart. And mine I protnife you, were knot for fhamt, , 
Well could I leaue our fport to ficepc a while* 

Quin. What art thou fallen? what fubtile hole is this, 
Whofe mouth iscouercdwith rude growing briers* 

Vpon whofe lcaues are drops of new ibedbloody 
As frefh as morning s dc w diftild on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to me, 

Speake brother haft thou hurtthcewith the fall? 

Marti* Oh brother, withthe difmalft obiedt, 
Thateuereye withfightmadehart lament. t | 

Aron* Now will I fetch the King to findethetn heerei 
Thathe thereby may hauc a likely geffc. 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti* Whydoftnotcorafortme andhelpemeout, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint* I am furprifed with an vneouth fcarc, 

A chilling fweat oreruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fufpc&s more then mine eie can fee. 

Mart* Toprouethou haft a true diuining hart* 

Aron and thou lookedowneinto this den, 
Andfccafearefull fight of blood and death. 

Quint* Aren is gone, and my comp affionatc hart, 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold, 

^The thing whereat it trembles by furmife a 
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Ohtellmehowitis,forneretillnow 
Was I a child , to fcare I know not what. 

Martins. Lord Baftiantu lies embrewed bees®. 

All on a heape like to a flaughtred Latnbe, 

In this detefted darkc blcod drinking pit. 

Quintus. I fit be darkc how dooft thou know tis hei* 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wear© 

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fomemonuroent, 

Doth Ibine vpon the dead roans earthly chetkes, 

A nd Ihewcs the ragged intrailcs of this pit : 

So pale did Ibine theMooncon Piramus, 

When he by night lay ba th’d in Maiden bloody 

0 brother helpe me with thy fainting hand, 

Iffesre hath made thee faint, as mee it hath, 

. Out of this fell deuouring receptacle. 

As hattfull as Orir»/mifhcn)outh. 

Quin . Reaehmethy hand, thatlroayhelpthce out. 

Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fo much good, 

1 may bepluckt into the fwallowing wombe, 

Oft his deepc pit, poore B afuanus graue : 

3 haue no ftrength to pluc ke the e to the brink. 

^Martins. Norl no ftrength to dime without thy help^ 
Quin. Thy handoiree more, I will necloofcagajne, 

T ill thou art heerc aloft, or I below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I c-omc to thee* 

Enter the Empty our, Aren the Moore. 

Sutur. Along with roc, lie fee what holeishccre? 

And what he is that now is leapt into it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didftdefcend. 

Into this gaping hollow ofthe earth? 1 

The vnhappie fonne ofold^W/, 

ought huhenn sunolt valuckic hour^i 
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